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	Dark Horse

**Disclaimer: **I don't own Pokémon, because if I did I'd make the anime worthwhile watching … there's a reason I gave up on it when I turned 7.

**A/N: SIzeable A/N at the end**

Human Speech: "what"

Pokémon Speech: "_what"_

Deity Speak: "_**what" **_

Point of View: (-What-)

Time: {-What-}

Prologue

XxX

(-**Sir Aaron**-)

{-**500 years ago-**}

In this world there are many stories. Prodigious are they in number, matched only in multitude by the number of those people in the world who have the desire to tell them. Since the inception of mankind we have amassed them, most times with no reason to do so then to regale ourselves and anyone who we would authorize them to. And for every moment that passes beyond our grasp, we engender incipient tales, and clutch tightly to them so that we may share them and pass them on, or keep them pristinely to ourselves for our own comfort and placidity of mind.

We have yarns and fantasies of all lengths and genres in this world. We tell legends of the past, rumors of the present, and imaginings of the future. We tell of great hunters slaying mighty beasts. We tell of depraved madmen crushing the impuissant underfoot. We tell of historic events come and gone from our world, infrequently hoping that such things come again. We tell of our opinions and visions of the future, of fantastic things invented and designed by our own hands and built for the sake of all.

The strange and unusual are not uncommon, and truth is often ignored in the stories we weave. A simple story can easily gain strength and elaboration as it passes from one person to another. What once may have been the small tale of a young neophyte of a man taming a stampede of malignant bouffalant and leaving with a broken arm can easily grow into a tale of a grizzled and hardened veteran taking down an entire flock of braviary and winning with naught a scratch! Foolish of us to extrapolate, perhaps, but what good is a boring tale?

All these stories and all these hyperboles we weave for as many listeners as we possibly can. And yet, despite our desire to spin a yarn, there still subsist two tales that have been transmuted marginally, through countless generations of storytellers: the mysteries of the old ruins dotting the known regions of the world, - such as Spear Pillar within Sinnoh - and the mysteries surrounding the malignant pokémon - the pokémon who mysteriously undergo horrifying alterations both physically and mentally, going, in a sense of the word, rogue.

As opposed to the mystery of the ruins, the tale of malignant pokémon retains its unchanging tale for a different reason than the mystery of the ruins. The reason our stories of the unknown enemy remain the same after so long is simply this: the horrifying power and ruthlessness of the wicked and unforgiving darkness, is so great and notorious, that not a single alteration to the tales are required to inspire fear of its horrifying strength.

What is it, though, that makes our adversaries so incredibly horrifying to citizens and benign pokémon alike? Is it their power, how they wiped out entire cities and left behind naught but ruin? Is it their persistence in its pursuit of humans?

No, the likely reason is most certainly the last: our fear comes from their immeasurable wrath against life. Malignant pokémon consume all in their path, yet do more than just commit genocide. They consume the very souls of people, and warp them to their own end, leaving the output of something worse than a monster, a demon, a fiend. The gengar are just a single testimony (among others) of this …once the troubled souls of deceased humans and pokémon, this species of pokémon is now seen as a devilish omen, seeking only to sate their bloodlust and sadism.

But in the end, whether it be the mysteries of the past or the troubles of the present, sometimes all we can do to waylay the issues we have in front of us is to pass around tales we've heard or ones we've only just made up. And while the tales of the old world and rogue pokémon play an excellent part in entertainment due to their mystery and intrigue, they never do seem to really become the favorite tales of the children or adults of the world. No, even the timeless stories fail to truly captivate the world as much as one other type of story, whether it is true or not. These are tales of adventure. These are tales of action. These are tales of gallant warriors. And occasionally, these are tales of romance (for those that enjoy them). These are not tales of the monsters, but of those who slay them.

These are tales of us,

Humans.

(-**Chosen One**-)

{-**8 years ago-**}

Hitched breathe. A pulsating light. Tremors and sparks of energy running through him. Multicolored sparks of light.

The breathing constricts even more so, the once light pressure building up to painful proportions, restricting the flow of air to his brain, sending his head spinning...it continues as he gasps soundlessly, although it's painfully obvious he's at his limits, and what meager parameters they are.

As it is, he finds himself giving up the struggle, silent gasps unheard to his ears, yet there is a prevalent buzzing, once in the background now dominating his auditory sense.

With a slight amount of horror, he realizes he can't feel anything anymore… what did they call it? … Paraly something … paralysis! That's what it was!

The thought of where he learned that word jump-starts something in his brain, and memories of Samuel Oak rush into his brain; universal legend and personal hero.

With that there comes the loosening of the pressure, as he is slowly devoid of any feelings of discomfort, relief and numbness taking hold over his small frame.

He hears before he can see, shouts and yells mixed into an incoherent blend, confusing yet oddly comforting. If he can hear then he can assert that either the paralysis is wearing off and returning his neurotic functions (it was funny using words he learned from being around the lab) or it could mean that he had paraplegia - only a portion of his body undergoing paralysis.

Thankfully, it turned out to be the former rather than the latter as he _felt_ life spring back to his tiny prepubescent limbs and torso. Moments later, his eyes opened to reveal bright lights pointed at his face, and rapidly blinked in an effort to adjust to the light.

And then, coherent sound filtered through his ears.

"He's awake, thank Arceus!" came a deep masculine voice no doubt projecting the thoughts of the others in the room.

His eyes finally adjusted to the luminosity as he made out the silhouettes of several people looking down on him surrounding his prone body, as he lay on what was no doubt a hospital bed.

A louder, more high pitched and feminine voice came, yet was sadly blocked off as his vision was zoned into a vortex of swirling light, and, perspective shifting, into a room of pure white.

There was no need to adjust his vision, his eyes were focused and unaffected by the ethereal glow that came off from the center.

And the the epicenter of the glow itself stood a quadrupedal figure, quite uniform and intimidating in size and stature… A Pokémon?

For a moment silence reigned in the room, until from the figure there came a booming voice,

"_**So you have answered my call oh child of ancient blood. From the very brink of death I have ferried you back...there are those who came before you, though similar means, but out of all that have come through the millennia … none have been so young."**_

He blinked in a mixture of shock, surprise, wonder and fear. "W-who are you?" was the tedious and nerve wracked reply.

The figure inclined its head slightly, and then a booming chuckle that radiated a sense of warmth and amusement came forth.

"_**And none have been so forward as well...although that is to be expected as youth is the time of forward bluntness and wonder. As it stands, I am Arceus, He-Who-Was-There-Before-Time-And-Will-Be-After-It. The creator of the universe and its many wonders. The creator of its inhabitants, Pokémon and humans alike."**_

There were many things that could describe what was going on inside the youth's head at that moment, but none so much as one prevalent nagging thought in the child's mind.

"I don't believe you."

"_**..."**_

"_HAHAHAHHAHAHAHAHAHA!" _

Tinkering and childlike laughter came from somewhere else in the room, and a pinkish glow reverberated through the stillness from above the entity claiming to be Arceus.

"_Daddy, hahahaha, what a funny little one. He actually doesn't believe you!" _Came childlike guffaws and giggles from what the youth saw as a feline. A pink, floating feline that levitated above the head of her father.

"_**Mew, my child, you know better than to interfere in my prophetic interventions!" **_ Resounded the scolding yet gentle voice of the entity.

"_But daddy, I wanted to see along the next Chosen One before you sent him off!" _Squeaked the princessy pout of the cat-like Pokémon.

"Besides, we'd go off well together, don't you think? Especially with how he shot down the claim of the God of all Pokémon!" Saying so in a sing song voice she zoomed towards the child of reference and a pinkish blur rocketed him.

The youth blinked for the umpteenth time in shock as the wind was knocked out of him. Feline made contact with boy sending her into him and leaving him on his bum, which strangely, didn't hurt his tailbone like it should have.

The moment of revelry was shot aside as the pokémon - Mew - nuzzled herself against him, sending a ticklish feeling of comfort upon him. He felt oddly content and happy as the feline rubbed herself against him … reminding him of the plush cotton pillows his head would melt against anytime his family visited the ranch owned by their uncle in the summer months.

"_**While I don't doubt that for a second, the world go in an uproar upon seeing you dear. Unless I stand corrected humankind hasn't seen you for the past few centuries, hm?"**_

"_...well yeah but who cares about what they think? They try anything I'll come right at them with the fiercest _**[Hyper Beam]** _or _**[Aura Sphere]**." Saying so, she huffed and tossed her felidae head to the side with what could only be described as princess-like.

A sharp exhale of air came from the behemothic entity, followed by a rumbling noise which could only be described as a snort of amusement. "_**While that tactic could have worked a century or so back, that is not the case any longer. Mankind has developed itself into a formidable species, advancing itself in the sciences and technology so much, that even dear Uxie would be impressed...actually, I do believe Uxie had her hand in the revolution that led to where humans stand now...Second Great Enlightenment she called it."**_

Realizing he was getting off track, he centered back on point. "_**Let me reiterate this one more time dear child. If the humans were to find out of your existence, they would do whatever in their power - and believe me they have accrued quite the power - to capture and contain you, be it for power, knowledge or whatever selfish cause they stand behind. Internecine to both you and them. Humans are the most volatile of my creations, selfless and amicable one day, yet selfish and incorrigible the next."**_

The self proclaimed deity cocked his head to the side in an odd show of contemplation. "_**Although...I do believe that if this young man embraces his destiny like his many forefathers have done so, if he proves himself a worthy leader, soldier, tactician, saint, and trainer, then, and only then will I allow for you to accompany him on his journeys"**_

"_Consider it done then! You'll become strong, and we'll journey off together as the heroes of old did!" _Cried out Mew, leaping into the air from the boy's arms and levitating several feet above his head, much to the child's bemusement.

"_**Alas our time has cut close to an end, your family and friends are getting worried at your unresponsive state…."**_

"_Daddy, can't he stay longer?" _Pouted _Mew._

"_**I'm afraid not, my child." **_Arceus turned to face the child, gazing down at him one last time.

"_**I wish you well … Gary Oak"**_

Saying so, The God of all pokémon stomped a single foot down, a dull _thud _echoing around the room upon the action, and his vision swirled away into oblivion as Gary Oak was whisked back into his body.

XxX

(-**Author**-)

{-**4/25/16-**}

**A/N: Hahaha, bet you weren't expecting that, aye? From the majority of fics I've read centered around Ash, they usually make him have some prophetic message from Arceus dubbing him the "Chosen One" or something similar. This is the first of many clich****é****s I'll be twisting to make this story unique and (hopefully) high up there among the best Pokémon fics. **

**As it stands, Ash as the underdog in this fanfic, and something of a dark horse (hence the title of this story); rising up from an unknown to a man of legend. These are the type of fanfics I enjoy, not those typical Chosen One Ash Ketchum develops badass Aura Guardian powers and ends up with a Dragonite/Lucario before his journey even begins (granted, he'll probably end up with those in this story either way but quite a long way in).**

**I'm sure you've noticed that Gary's the Chosen One, so he'll play a crucial role in the story...did I mention I like competent rivals too? **

**Also, please drop in a review or two after reading, as I seriously feel encouraged by them and with feedback. Even a simple "good chapter" or "nice job" or "stop being a fuccboi" will make my day. No seriously, I dare you to use the lattermost one… I'll have a special acknowledgement section just for anyone who does type that at the top of the next chapter for having balls :p**

**Not much else to say here, soooo**

**Nietzsche Out**


End file.
